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was mixed a bitter dislike. The Germans treated the
Turks with high contempt, and more than one told me
how glad he was to meet another white man in this
" native" country. They were the motive driving
force endeavouring to get the old, patched, broken-
down rusty machinery of the Ottoman Empire to work.
I was treated with respect. I was confided in by both
Germans and Turks as to the failings of the other;
and I was an enemy and a prisoner. Everything that
went wrong was put down to the Germans. If there
was a fire, German soldiers had started it. If food was
short, it had been shipped to Berlin to feed Germans.
Sometimes this ill-feeling blazed out into a quarrel. I
saw a German private get into a carriage with Turkish
officers and refuse to get out. As if ready for this, a
dozen Turks rushed at him and dragged him out and
locked him into a waiting-room.
We came to Afion-Kara-Hissar, that stands high up
in the Anatolian plateau, and found it had the same
narrow valley, the same castle on a rock and the same
broad plain beyond, as there was at Kustamouni; only
that here in the plain they grew miles of glowing red
poppies instead of corn.
There had been a camp here for a long time, and
some 200 officers, British, French and Russian, were
imprisoned. Once more I settled down to the di-eary
monotony of a prisoner's life. Time slipped by un-
noticed. There was, between the houses in which we
lived, a narrow street to walk in by day. All day and
every day there was nothing to do. We made work.
We walked in the street. We read aimlessly the books